He takes my hand, and, as a still which stays
A semibrief 'twixt each drop, he niggardly
As loth to enrich me, so tells many a lie,
More than ten Hollensheads, or Halls, or Stows,
Of trivial household trash he knows.  He knows
When the queen frown'd or smil'd; and he knows what
A subtile statesman may gather of that;
He knows who loves whom, and who by poison
Hastes to an office's reversion;

He knows who hath sold his land, and now doth beg
A license old iron, boots, shoes, and egg-
Shells to transport. Shortly boys shall not play
At span-counter, or blow-point, but shall pay
Toll to some courtier; and wiser than all us,
He knows what lady is not painted. Thus
He with home-meats cloys me. I belch, spue, spit,
Look pale and sickly, like a patient, yet
He thrusts on more; and as he had undertook
To say Gallo-Belgicus without book,
Speaks of all states and deeds that have been since
The Spaniards came to th'loss of Amiens.
Like a big wife, at sight of lothed meat,
Ready to travail, so I sigh and sweat
To hear this mafcaron talk in vain; for yet,